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No Sense of Values 
Charles R. Wilson 
Sci. Jr. 
THE firelight flickered dimly on George F. Babbitt's pale, pudgy, ordinary looking face as he carried his leather brief-
case importantly into the big room of Henry Thoreau's little 
house at the edge of Walden Pond. "Hello, Henry, how's the 
boy?" he inquired somewhat too loudly for the quiet dignity of 
the room and its single occupant. 
"Very well, thank you. And how are you?" answered Thoreau. 
"Well, my stummick's a little off; too much ale and onions 
last night, I guess, but I feel pretty good, considering. Say, I got 
just the thing for you in a swell house just a coupla blocks from 
downtown. Just what you need—getcha outa this hole up here 
in the sticks. Cheap, too; young fellow that owned it thought he 
oughta get back to nature or some fool thing, and sold it for a 
song. Any other realtor would of snapped it up and stuck some-
body plenty for it, but I'm prepared to offer you a real buy, 
Henry. Guess we can talk business, huh?" 
"Oh, I don't care for the city too much, Mr. Babbitt, but I 
might be interested in a very small plot over by White Pond. I 
thought I might build a cottage over there and live for a while." 
""OOY, you oughta see this place, Henry. You could really get 
on the inside of something, too. The town's big, Henry, 
and getting bigger. Yes, sir, it's a big thing. Good chance." 
"Don't you have anything near White Pond? I might use a 
very small plot there." 
"Well, no, I don't, Henry. As a matter of fact, I don't go in 
much for this hick stuff. I'm a booster for the city. Why, we got 
just about the best little burg in the country. Yes, sir, it's the 
city for me. As I was saying, Henry, about this house . . ." 
"Oh, I really don't believe I want anything like that, Mr. 
Babbitt. You see, I don't care much for crowds, or pavements, or 
athletic clubs. I feel more at home out in the woods. Don't you 
like to hear the wind whisper through the grass, and the birds 
call, and the cry of the loons in still weather? Those things seem 
more real to me than the city streets." 
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"Oh, sure, sure, that's good stuff, too, I guess," answered Bab-
bitt vaguely. "Well, Henry, "I guess I'll be running along. We 
realtors are busy men, you know. Ha! Ha! See ya' later. Maybe 
I can let you in on a good deal sometime." 
/T^vUTSIDE, Babbitt paused and shook his head sorrowfully. 
^ ^ "Poor guy," he mused. "Here I offer him a chance to get 
outa the backwoods practically for the taking, and he starts 
spoutin' about the loons. Oh, well, I guess some guys just ain't 
got any sense of values." 
And Babbitt hurried down to road to see his next client. 
HY DO Hemingway's works leave the average reader's 
mind baffled as to their sense and meaning? Because to 
explain them would be just as impossible as to give some inter-
pretation to the last twenty-five years. 
The postwar period has been the favorite topic for many of 
the contemporaneous writers of all nations, but only very few can 
compare favorably with Hemingway's description of it. One of 
the principal factors which separate him from most of his col-
leagues is his cosmopolitanism. As a matter of fact, all action in 
Hemingway's books is laid in Western Europe, where the last 
decades had their nervous centers; his characters, his philosophy 
and his settings are European, and his books can be fully under-
stood only by those who know that continent and its literature. 
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